56            THE TALE  OF  BEOWULF

Then Beowulf spake out, the Ecgtheow's bairn :
That work of much might with mickle of love
We framed with fighting, and frowardly ventured
The might of the uncouth; now I would that

rather                                                    ' 960

Thou  mightest  have look'd   on the very man

there.

The foe in his fret-gear all worn unto falling.
There him in all haste with hard griping did I
On the slaughter-bed deem it to bind him indeed,
That he for my hand-grip should have to be lying
All busy for life : but his body fled off.
Him  then I might not (since would  not  the

Maker)
From his wayfaring sunder, nor naught so well

sought I

The life-foe; o'er-mickle of might was he yet,
The foeman afoot: but his hand has he left us, 970
A life-ward, a-wai~ding the ways of his wending,
His arm and his shoulder therewith.   Yet in nowise
That wretch of the grooms any solace hath got

him,

Nor longer will live the loathly deed-doer,
Beswinked with sins; for the sore hath him now
In the grip of need grievous, in strait hold to-

gather'd
With bonds that be baleful: there shall he abide,